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THE STEAM MAN OF THE PLAINS. 


they were tough, and took a long time to get 
softened, and it was early dawn before he was 

enabled to stretch them apart and free his hands; 

bat at length they yielded. 

With great oautionthe boy i enured the rifle and 

powder-flask of the sleeping chief, and with the 

determination to do or die, opened the door. 

Be saw one of the hones grazing near at hand, 
with a rope halter hanging from its bead, and, 
like a flash, Charley mounted the steed and was 
off. 

Instantly the alarm was sounded, and soon his 
pursue™ were after him; but Charley had got 
the start and he kept It. 

He had thrown his pursuers off the track once, 

and they had discovered him again while he was 

resting in a grove, but he was up and away be¬ 

fore they reached him. 


Barney and Frank, together with the terrifying 
steam man, arrived to save him from his foes. 

He allowed his horse to scamper off, while he 
and Frank mounted the seat, and while flying 
along, made out their plan of rescue. 

CHAPTER XIV. 
run nxapB’s genius. 

Tw x summer sun was slowly sinking behind the 

The Osage tribe, in a holiday sort of attire— 

that is to say, they had on extra feathers, oto_ 

gathered in solemn silence in their vlllsge. 

The hour had arrived when, according to their 
deliberate decision, the white prisoner was to die. 

The chieftains, prominent among them the 
great and mighty chieftain Motzer-Ponum, sat in 
a Large circle around the wide-spreading roots of 

This tree was to be the stake at which the white 


chieftain; but the words wore hardly out of his 
mouth before several of the tribe set up a cry and 
pointed toward the western plains. 

The widow caused with uplifted torch, and 
then allowed the blazing brand to fall to the 
ground. 

Alone, and apparently unarmed, Frank Reade 
was advancing towards the tree. 

Of course the Oeages did not feel much alarmed 
by the advent of a single boy amid their armed 

numbers, but they were oertainly a good deal 

surprised. 

Not so much, however, as they were destined 
to be before our hero got through with them. 

Tne brave young traveler advanoed straight to 

the group of chiefs and braves, cast one glance at 

the surprised prisoner, and then gravely saluted 

the terrible Motzer-Ponum. 

The latter, his vanity much tickled by the pro¬ 

fundity of Frank’s salaam, bowed low In return. 
Frank then spoke *■ "—*- 

“You understand 
gee?" 

“Ido.” 

“ Then act as my Interpreter,” said the boy, 

“and if we tail to pull the wool over their eyes, 

then call me a fool.” 

“ Fire away,” said Dash. 

“Tell them that I'm some mighty medicine¬ 

man or other,” said Frank: “you know best 
what to say.” 

“ Chieftains, listen,” cried Dash. “ This young 
brave, the son of the moon, the grandchild of the 
sun, and the mother-in-law of all the stare, is the 
greatest medicine-man known to the world, and 
to you that the Great 
jur tribe." 


Spirit is frowning i 


a 


g before us tke white 


out Motzer-Ponum. 


Sion, and several of the younger warriors hi 
ened to procure the wood, and heap it upon 
aide of the tree. 


The prisoner was a little pale, but otherwise he 
was the same devil-may care rover of the plains. 

He glanoed scornfully upon the chieftains, and 
erled out to them, in their tongue: 

“Let me at liberty, and give me but a single 
weapon—a knife—and I’ll fight six of your best 


“Ha, ha I” laughed Motzer-Ponum. “And in 
that way you would oheat us oat of our ooveted 
pleasure. Oh, no; you shall bum I” 

“ Bah I" cried Dash, who hoped that they might 
be taunted sufficiently to dispatch him with their 
weapons, whereby he would escape the agony of 
the Ore. “ You are a set of squaws. I have 
killed dooans of your bravest man, and some of 
them died like a pappoose might die—crying for 
mercy and begging for their life. I have out 
their hearts out, and they were not Uke those of 


in those of the prairie 

-id warriors set up an 

taunts, but the shrewd Mot- 


them i 

JSrSL _ 

to the prisoner. 

“Do you not see that the white. 


They saw through the dodge then, and fell baok 


The wood was now brought forward. 

Was securely bound to the tree. 

The dry brush was piled up around him as high 
as his breast. 

Then the warriors drew knives and tomahawks 
and, at a signal from Motzer-Ponum, began their 
weird war-danqe, the chosen braves Bohoruman- 
ollus ana Bchlehterer, leading the fantastic meas- 

When the preliminary danoe was onded, the 
chief called for the fire-brand, and one of the 
Widowed squaws—not the lovely widow Shoffus- 
~uy, however—advanoed to the tree with a blaz- 


jroy, h 

ing to! 
‘•If 


“It’s good-bye with this chap now,” soUk 
qulzed the hunter. " Well, I never done anything 
worse nor puttin’ a few red cussee under the 
■round, and J don't think that oounts again ~ 

Z wonder how long a fellow feels the Are?” 

“ Let the torch be appllr 1 “-‘ hi 


id the jargon used by these Osa- 


ipon jrouri 


pressed by the string of high-sounding titles given 
to our hero t^r the easy-spoxen Dash. 


“ Tell them I have been sent to them by oc 
mand of the Great Spirit.” 

“ What for?” 

“To rescue you.” 

“ All right." said Dasb, and In sound Osage in¬ 
formed the Indians of the very important fact. 

“ He must prove bis title,” said the chief. 

“ He will do so,” said Dash. 

“ How?” 

The hunter turned to Frank. 

“They want to know how you are going to 
prove what I’ve been blowing about?” 

“Oh I” said Frank. “ Well, in the lint plaoe 
shall let a knife drive fair and square at you. 

■-- . *-■-■- knife, so don’t allow the act 

ter I hurl. 


frighten you. After I hurl the blade at you, 
.1 make it stick fast in that tree." 

“ If yon can do that, you’ll make the reds open 


“You 


don’t know me yet’ 

The hunter then spoke to the Indians. 

“ This great and mighty relative of the sun and 
moon and the little stars,” said the trapper, “ will 
throw a knife at my heart with all bis strength. 
He will cast a spell over the knife, and it will not 
hurt me in the least He will lake the weapon 
and hurt it at this tree, and the blade will sink 
into the bark." . 

A murmur of applause greeted this piece of in¬ 
telligence, and the Oeages looked expectantly at 
Frank. 1 

The boy drew a short, heavy dirk-knife from his 
breast, taking port care not tojteuch^any of the 

nn Hehdd the dirk aloft*"” 

The dying sunlight glanoed along the blade, 
and then the young genius planted bis right foot 
flrmly, balanced bis knife on the palm ofhis left 
hand, point reversed, and hurled It at Dash Hal- 1 
let’s breast. 

The blade flew swiftly through the air. 

The point struck full at the broad breast of the 
undaunted Dasb, rebounded from bis besom, and 
fell with a cheery ring to the ground. 

The Indians didn't say anything, but they 
looked their wonder. 

Frank stepped forward, picked up th _ 

planted his foot flrmly, and then traded the dirk 
at the huge tree. 

The point sank into the bark and wood, and the 
shaft quivered like an aspen. 

Then the redskins did shout 

They sent up a mighty yell of unbounded de¬ 
light mixed with a little superstitious awe, and 
regarded our hero very much. 


He lifted the blade and strook a slight blow i 
Motzer-Ponum's bare arm. 

. tiny streai 


The point 
blood trk 


trickled forth. 


The chief did not murmur, bat regarded the boy 
"ftanktlien put the dirk in the leader’s huge 


He held Frank s band in his own, and strook 
lightly at the boy’s bared ar~ 

Another tiny stre*-' fcI 

and Moizer Ponun 
fact 

Frank stepped baok a dozen paces. 

“ Now toll him to hurl it at my heart,” he said 
to Dash. 

The latter obeyed. 

The chieftain, in common with many of his 

tribe, was an expert knife-thrower, and when 

Dash shouted out the oommand of the boy-genius, 
the redskin leaped to his feet and buried the knife 
with rapid aim. 

The flying knife spun over in the air. and the 
point struck fairly against the breast of the un¬ 
wavering Frank. 

Then it rebounded and fell to the ground with 
a musical clang, while the boy stood smiling and 


We were going to say that Motzer-Ponum 
turned pale; but an Indian don’t turn pale under 
extreme terror. 

But ho did get slcklv-green-looking around the 
gills, and stood regarding the youthful medicine¬ 
man with wonder and fear, while the warriors 
and braves sent up a shout that testified their ap- 

“ That’s darned olever, youngster,” approv¬ 
ingly remarked Dash Hallett ^You're a team 


leboy; “but 
y. Who is Ui 


you do anything more?" 

“If it is needed, I can,” 
think I’ve done all that is n« 
coon?” 

An Indian of middle age, having a very odd sort 
of head-dress,land covered.from head to foot with 
rattles of snakes, bones of animals and various 
other charms, was approaching the group. 

“ That,” said Mr. Dash Hallett, with a comical 
grtn^“ le^a brother of yours.” 

“ He deals in magic." 

’’ Oh, ho 1” cried Frank. 

“ Keep your eye skinned, my boy, for he’s goto* 
to db-pute yer." 

“ I’m not afraid of him.” 

“ But he can do things you aant begin to make 

•’ I can return the compliment,” said Frank, 
“ and beat him, too.” 

“ Don’t make any mistakes ” said Dash. 

“ I’ll not,” said Frank. “Fear not but that 1 
will save your life.” 

“I hope so,” said the cool card, as though Frank 
were speaking of a very small matter. 

• What is hfe name?" asked Frank. 

“T’other medicine chap?” 

“ Yea.” 

“ Mowsher Ablner.” 

“Mowsher Abiner?” 

“That’s it” 

” What does it mean?” 

“ The devil himself,” said Hallett. “ This chap 
is the greatest medicine-man on the plains to¬ 
day, and there’s mischief to his eye now, scr keep 
cool and knock him silly if you can.” 

MowBher Ablner now approached the boy and 
gave him a keen glance. 

“ I may as well keep on good terms with him If 
I can,” said Frank. "Please present my compli¬ 
ments to him.” 

“ Most mighty Mowsher Abiner,” roared out 
the prisoner, “ this great and illustrious relative 
of tbe sun, moon, and stars, greets you.” 

Mowsher Ablner acknowledged the greeting by 
a profound bow. 

‘ I am pleased to meet my young brother of the 
art,” he replied. “ What wants he of the tribe of 
Motzer-Ponum?” 

“My liberty.” 

“And wherefore?” 

“ Because the Great Spirit is angry.” 

“ Has been sent by the Great Spirit?” 


sorted Hallett. 

“Greater than Mowsher Ablner?” demanded 
the ooppery trickster. 

“ Even so,” said Dash. 
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> saperstitioiiBljr afraid of the Terror of the Weet, | Thte c 
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